THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
No notion so glorious or so grotesque as the peace
ship could have sprung from a brain tired with
knowledge. The brain from which it sprang was a
brilliant brain set free in unexplored territory. And
we cannot afford to ignore the conclusions of such a
brain, even if we think we have advanced beyoftd
them.
Take his opinion of Mussolini as an example. I
had observed on his desk a copy of the magazine
section of the New York Times. The front page was
occupied by an article headed 'Ford is shown to be
the Mussolini of industry.'
Myself: That seems to be rather an inapt com-
parison. What, by the way, do you think of Mus-
solini?
Ford: Somebody's back of him, of course. It
isn't just Mussolini. Anyway, the situation over
there is only temporary.
Myself: Then do you think the situation in Russia
is only temporary, too?
Ford: Certainly. I shouldn't be surprised if the
British were in Russia before long. Everything
seems to point that way. A good thing, too.
This interested me intensely. I had been wanting
him to talk about my country, but had left it to his
own initiative. He talked now, freely, and with that
same mixture of insight and naivete which gives to
all his opinions their fascination.
Ford: Do you know what I think about England?
I think that Englishmen are the only people fit to
colonize the world. And when they colonize, they
stabilize. They stabilized America. The early Eng-
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